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Meet 

CheePellavonCackleftr 


h escrow am C^h'/fatt, have it lot Ol 1TIOUSC 



friends* but none as Spooky as my friend 
CHEEPELLA VON CACKLEEIJR! She is an 
enchanting and MTSI6HI0DS mouse 
with a pet bat named BitewJng. 

I’m a real ’fraidy mouse, but 
even i think C REE PELL A, and her family arc 
Q?3[?lffltH\7 fascinating. I can't wait for 
you to read all about CpEEPELLA in these 
and spectacularly , 


Minify tales! ^ 

v- -vr 
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Th e QyEST for 

PARADJSE: 

I he; RETURN IO IKE 
KINGDOM OF FAN L&&Y 




The Kingdom 
of fantasy 


The Amazing 

VOYAGE; 

TH E THI RD AW ENTU K E 
IN THE KINGDOM 
OF FANTASY 






THEA STILTON 
AND THE 

MOUNTAIN EIRE 


Be sure to thmtk 
001 these editing 
Jhep Sitters 
adventures: 


AND THE GHOST OF 
THE SHIPWRECK 


r HE A STILTON 
AND THE 
SECRET CITT 


THE A STILTON 
AND THE MYSTERY 
IN PARIS 



THE A STILTON 
AND THE CHERRY 
BLOSSOM ADVENTURE 



STILTON: 
BIG TROUBLE IN 
THE BIG APPLE 


^ I HEA STILTON 
A NO THE 

STAR CASTAWAYS 
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Dear mouse friends. 
Welcome to the world of 


Geronfmo Stilton 



^ ^ 





Gerom'mo Stilton 


THE RACE ACROSS 
AMERICA 



Schholuhtie Inc. 

New York Town I o London Auckland Sydney 
Mexico Ciiv New IXIhi I long Kong Ruciw^Ainis 



To: Geronimo 
Stilton 







it had been a StrQSSf Ul day at the office, 
by .six o'clock, I was exhausted! 

As I scampered home, 1 thought about 
taking a nice, relaxing bath in a tub ol cheese- * 
scented bubbles, Ahhh ... 

Oops, ! almost forgot to introduce • ^ 

myself! My name is 
Stilton, £0o(Q}!tnto 
I am the 
publisher of the most 
fa mouse newspaper 
on Mouse Island, The 
Rodent’s Gazette, l 
also love to toad and 
write books. 






When I arrived in front of my mouse hole 
at & Mousefurd Lane* I noticed something 
unusual on the front stoop* I bent 

down to cheek it out* It was a package. 

Could it be for me? I hoped so! I low 
gelling packages in lhe mail. 

1 picked it up and WoA> the tag. It was lor 
me! 

"Hmmm. Who could've left this here?” I 
wondered aloud. 

I picked up the Q 03 □ and went inside. 



Then I ripped of) the brown Wrapping 

paper. 

Once I got the box open, [ was 
dumbfounded and a little disappointed. 

Bicycle uancieeaps?! 

WHO HAD SENT THEM TO Ml? 

MORE IMPORTANT, WHAT WAS l GOING TO DO 
WITH BICYCLE HANDLEBARS? 



You see, I’m hardly what you’d call a 
spottsmouse. My favorite hobby isCUllt^ 
up with a good book. So 
why would someone 
send me bicycle 
hand lebars? 

It was a 

MysfE^Rr 


Two Pedals?! 


** le n(Hf * I up, Irigfct 



I went inly the bathroom and look a warm 
shower, just like always. Then 1 headed into 
the kitchen and got my sell an apple and a 
niec eup of HOT cheddar, just like always. I 
left my house whistling, just like always, and 
headed to my office al The Rodent's Gazette. 

On my way out, I 
over 

something on the 
from stoop. Before 
I could stop myself, 
i fell Hat on my 
face! Ouch! 

I got up slowly, 
rubbing my tender snout. 










That's when I realized I had tripped over 
another package. 


i read the lag: 



I decided to do as ihe lag said. I went 
back into my mouse hole and lore open the 
package. Inside were two bieye]e pedals! 7 

TWO PEEBBLS?! 

WHO HAD LIFT THEM 
FOR mi 

MORE IMPORTANT WHAT 
WAS I GOWG TO P0 WITH 
TWO BICYCLE PEDALS? 

II was a conundrum. 




A Bicycle Helmet? 


i was still thinking about the two 
anonymouse packages as I headed toward my 
QIITFMTE. Bui as soon as I walked through 
the door to The Rodent's Gazette* my staff 
swarmed around me. There was no time to 
ponder the mystery. In fact, by the end of the 
day I had completely forgotten about 
the gifts I had received. 

Late that afternoon, 1 CHECKED 
the last page of The 
Rodent's Gazet te , 
hUynzd several 
important documents, 
and Wrote a few 
chapters of my new 
book. 






When I arrived at my mouse hole* I found 
yet ANOTHER package with the same lag! 

I scurried inside and ripped 
open the package as fast ^ 

as 1 could. By now, I 
was determined to 
get to the bottom of 
all this. 

it was a bicycle II6IHCT. 

WHO HAD LEFT IT FOP Ml? 

MORE IMPORTANT WHAT WAS I GOING TO DO 
WITH A BICYCLE HELMET? 



It was a puzzle. 

As 1 mulled it over, the 
□ QE3E3E3O0E3 rang. I 
went to the door. "Who is 
it?" 1 called. 

No one answered. But 
then the door open! 
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I Hope You Like 
Riding Bicycles! 


* Howdy, Gerunimo! Happy to see me?” 
The mouse on the other side of the dour gave 
me a hearty slap on the back. Ouch! 

El was my friend BtUCB HyEllfl, Bruce 
is the sportiest mouse I know. 

H Tve got a proposition for you, Geronimo 
Bruce said. "It's something that needs lots 
and LOTS and of enthusiasm. 

You like tiding bikes, right? If you do, slap 



me five!" 


Timidly, I slapped him five. 
VOW/ v le slapped me so 
hard, my whole paw ached! 


] do like to ride bikes .* 1 


I said. *Tve got a really 9UC& 


bicycle that lias a wicker basket in the front. It's 
perfect for carrying a picnic and a book —* 

“WICKER BASKET?!- b™» ** 

incredulously. “1 meant .< PilCillC FiK6 
you cheesehead’ You know, a serious 
bicycle —a bike Tor real IfliCe! Not a bike 
for a bplil in the park!” 

i smiled. <l l3ruec, yon know what a 
boot mouse I am. Hike a quiet life” 

* Quiet life? You’ll have to squeak good¬ 
bye to that for a while! You sec, Tvc already 
signed you up lor the 

ASaBISA I" 

"The Race Across 
America?" I said blankly. 

“But that sounds like —" 

“That’s right! You 
bet!" Bruce interrupted. 





“ Wo ’ 11 be riding ou r hi kes across the W H 0 L E 
country! No sweats right?” 

"But . ♦. but,. .* I sputtered. My head 
began to spin. “Rat-munching rattlesnakes! 
Do you know how big America is?” 

"Of course i do!" cried Bruce, giving me 
another hearty slap on the back. “A trip like 
that should be a breeze for a couple of bull 
sportsmice like us, right. Champ?” 

I opened my mouth to protest, but no sound 
came out. I think I was in shock. 





Abegarw 

/V spn ^% 

^ S- -e- - 

c‘ ? ■§ 
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THE HISTORY 
OF THE BICYCLE 

The first bicycle was invented In MJ6I 
by the French mechanic Ernest Miehaux, it 
was called the velocipede, The velocipede 
had pedals mounted on a large front 
wheel. This helped ciders travel very fast 
with very little effort 


The modem bicycle was born in 1830 
with the invention of the chain, which 
transfers power from the bicycle's pedals 
to its wheels. A few years later, rubber 
tires were added. Tires made riding a bike 
a lot more comfortable. Before they were 
invented, cyclists rode on wheels made of 
wood or iron. 


T oday racing bicycles have 
narrow tires* curved handlebars, 
and most important, a gear 
mechanism that makes it easier to 
pedal up even the steepest hills. 
These bikes are made from ultralight 
material’s, like carbon fiber or 
titanium. Every piece of the bicycle 
is designed to be as light as possible 
to help improve the rider’s speed. 


_ / 


















Wliat is the... 

RACE A ROSS AMERICA 



The Race Across America is the longest and most strenuous 
bicycle race in the world, It's an ultra-marathon race that's more 
than 3,000 miles long. Crists pedal for nine to twelve consecutive 
daps, some resting Onlp one to three hours every dap. The race 
starts or die West Coast* near San Diego. California, and ends on 
the East Coast. The exact finish line changes from year to year, but 
was most recently ini Annapolis. Maryland. 

The irate respires an iincredible amount of physical energy., hut 
mental concentration is also absolutely essential, in feet, some 
people believe that mental eon cent ration |$ the most important 
factor :in die race. 

Cyclists climb more than [i 00.000 feet along die racecourse- 

Participants must pedal across the California and Arizona deserts, 
endu ring bruo.1 temperatures that can reach as high a* II OS degrees 
Fahrenheit. Than racers must face the Rocky Mountains, the plains, 
of Kansas, and the Appalachian Mountains on their wap to the East 
Coast It's easy to see. whp the Race Across Am Erica is considered 
one d 1 the most difficult racing challenges in the world. 










THE MOST CHALLENGING RACES 
IN THE WORLD 

1. Tie Race Across America h a 3.000-nHle 
bicycle race across the United States. 

2 , The Vend&e Gl obe began in W. In this famous 
‘ race, sailboats sail around the world without 

stoppirig. The race begins and ends in France. 

3, The (ditarod Trail Sled Dog Race is an 
annua! sled dog race in which 
mushers with teams of ten to 
sixteen dogs cross Alaska from 
east to west, covering U&l 
miles in eight to fifteen days. 

4. The Ironman World 


p ne vTunnioi* ” 

Championship is the world's oldest, longest, and 
most prions triathlon. The first IrondW «™P«" to " 
was held in Waikiki, Hawaii, on February IS. l978 ' 
Competitors must swim 
2.4 miles, bike 112 miles, 
and rye 26.2 miles. 


records for the race 
Rj , ACROSS AMERICA 

SzszztzfZ r *"/~ h a ™^ - 

traver about 4 30 *1'? UP ** irtdn " dual <3*“« can 












Uncle Geronimo, 
You're My Hero! 


I didn't remember saying yes lei Bruce's 
plan, Bnt I mast have, because the next day, 
he pulled up in his ear and whisked me off to 
begin my TTBininC. 

"But, Bruce, I have to go to work today,* 
i protested. "I’m needed at The Rodent s 
Gazette ! 11 



HH NONSENSE!" Bruce shouted. He 
dragged me into a bike store. 
Before l knew it, he'd bought 
me an out lit made especially for 
raeers. a cycling shirt, shorts, 
socks, and special bicycle shoes that 
latched onto my hike's pedals. 
“Okay, let's get going* Bruce 


said, “1 want you to meet the T~ *3M {Wal’W 
be by our side throughout the W. 

They’re all great rodents, You'll see ” 

Bruce slopped in front ol The Rodent's 
Gazette. The entire staff was wailing Ibr 
me. They all seemed to know I was going 
to be riding in ihu SiJ\ }t O i> i 

and they’d come out lo 
show their support 






My cousin Trap, my sister, Thea, and my 
little nephew, lien jam ire were at the front of 
the Crowd* Benjamin ran to >Ct^ #£€>. 

* Uncle Geronimo, Bruce told us you're 
going to AMtEiCt) to race! You're my hem! 
When I grow up, I want to be just like you " 

i DiDirt fenow umat to say, 
so i just HugseD Him aose* 

What could I do? I couldn't DISAPPOINT my 
favorite nephew* 

It looked like I’d have to race whether i 
wanted to or nut! 


The Team 


Ikticc took advantage of my moment of 
weakness to introduce me to the team. 


"Hey there!" said a tall, thin mouse 


wearing a cowboy hat. Tm Tex, the team's 
general manager. We've organized a system to 
monitor you at every step of the race. Put on 


these uiiii-iricroptoiies. myu connect 
you to the camper that will follow you 
while you're racing." 

Tex showed Bruce a liny 

mcmm&m that was 

attached to a long wire that extended 
from a small 

"This way, if you need our help, 
we can gel to you FAST: Tex 
explained. 







TEAM IfiSlL 


MOUSEY MAC MO USER SON 
K nowr as lh.e ranchcro. Mousey is a 
cameraman planning to film the entire 
race for a documentary. 



BUZZ 

Ruoc in Team KM.C.'s mechanic, fie's 
been crasy about bikes since he 
was nine years old He runs a shop 
called The Bicyclists Boutl que. 


* SHORTY TAO ' 
J Bruce's cousin, a world J 
l karate champion. She ( 
I works for The i 

■ Rodent's Gazette, ■ 


TIGER 

* Our second van driver. A quiet, 
i unassuming mouse ftke (Jeronimo. 








NEW MOUSE CITY! 


TACO ANDERSEN 
| Our second; TV cameraman, ] 
i He get his nickname because of , 
Iiia love of Mexican f ood. 

_-- - - = - j 


I TEX T At KINGTON J 
[ The team's general , 
manager. 


V-DOC 

Our trainer. V-Doc ia an 
expert at fixing sore muscles. 
All he has to do is take a quick 
look and he can tell exactly 
what the problem is 


• IRON MOUSE 1 

• Our first driver, An 1 

• athletic, well-rounded j 
{ mouse who is also a J 

trlathlete 



BETTV SMARTMOUSE 
Mousita and Betty work for The tfodanrsj 
Gazette They organised the trip down to i 
the teensiest. tiniest detail, i 

» « « B -9- S- — — « » « B- SB — — — — — « 4 












; “Thanks* but I but I won’t need 
/ it,” Bruce said. "I've been Lraining 
lor months” 

Months? 1 gulped nervously. 

Tex turned to me, “Sorry* Geronimo* but 
you’ll have to carry an older version. We just 
gave out the last ultralight one,” 

“Oh, that’s all right,” I said. I wanted to 
show Bruce I could hair die anything. 

Then 1 saw t he bat lay Tex wanted me to 

Oh, what liad I gotten ..,b but how win 

myself into?! ' cwl * a " ch,s S«r'” 

* B. . . b . .. but hosv 
will I l>c abb to carry 
this and pedal all 

those miles?” I stammered. 

Bruce slapped my 




shoulder. “00XT WORRY, CHAM1L Us all 
pari of training.” 

Training hadn't even begun, and I was 
already exhausted! 

Tex smiled at me sympathetically, "You’ll 
be just fine, Geronimo. Inside the camper 
we’ve got all kinds of things to help you rest 
and recover when you're not eyeltng. Plus out 
trainer, Y Doc, is the best! ” 

"Hmmm." Y-Doc said thoughtfully. “Looks 
like I’ve got my work cut out for me! I can 
see you've got very small fti £ptf*4#IE , 
Don't you worry, though. 



1 11 fix you up in no time. 
Do you know what my 
motto is? What doesn't 
bend gets broken!" 



Before I could respond* Bruce had dragged 
me away lo show me my bik£, “Come on, 
Gcronimo! Don'i you want lo meet your new 
best friend? " he said. “The two of you are 
going lo be spending A LOT OF TIME 
together” 







Good for You, 
Champ! 


Bruce showed me to my bike, It was a lot 
fancier than l he one I used fur picnicking in 
the park! It was sleek and silver* 

“Come on. Champ! said Bruce. Lei's lake 
her for a $pinto relax lhe paws. 11 

That didn‘1 sound so had. J el imbed on my 
new bike. Just silling on it made me feel like a 
professional cyclist. 

“Oh. I almost forgot to mention something,*" 
Bruce said. There are a few twenty-percent 

inclines on this course,* 1 

“Twenty percent? No sweat!** 1 replied 
enthusiastically. That sounded like nothing, 

Bruce slapped my back so hard* he almost 
knocked me over, “Good lor you* C H A [VIP ! 






























We Vt£>ftLt£> Ibr hours. 

After 5 Hi ICS, 1 was out of breath. 

After 15 HilCS, I had cramps in my paws. 
After 25 Hr ICS, my mouth was so dry, 1 
had a hard time breathing. 

After 5© Hi ICS, my back was so sore, 1 
wanted to scream. 

After 75 MilCS. I wanted to cry. 

After 10© Miles, I fell off my bike! 
Finally, we stopped for a break. <f Bruce,* 1 
panted. "What does a twenty-percent incline 
mean?* 

Bruce Laughed. "Well, 3n bicycle racing, 
there are three types of inclines: the easy ones, 

the HAflO and the V€RV HARD ©1€S! A 



After S miles 


After 15 miles 


After 15 miles 



twenty-percent incline is OM OF tHC HflPDCSt. 
I thought you knew that, Geronimol” 

By the lime we arrived Q] ItfslJ J was lutalfy 
exhausted. Holey cheese. I couldn't wait to get 
off my bike. 

I hupped off, but the straps that held my 
paws unto the pedals didn’t release, 1 t<>PPl.€p 
OVCK and landed right un my pour tail! 

Bruce looked down at me, “You know 
what. Champ?" he said confidently. “Maybe 
111 go for another UTTU RIDE, I can't sleep if I 
dun’l ride at least a hundred and fifty miles." 

He waved cheerfully and pedaled off. 


Bruce Hyena is a good friend, but I’d never 
been so glad to see him go. 



After $0 miics 


After 7$ miles 





What If We Move 



The two weeks of training were more 
PAINFUL than any thing I uuuld have imagined. 
But whenever 1 thought of giving up, 1 just 
remembered the look in Beniamin’s eyes when 
he'd called me his hero and I kept at it. 

Finally, the hig day eame. The entire 
N. M .C. TB3H was ready! 



We met at New Mouse City’s 
airport with our enormouse 


SUITCASES We had to 


Lake apart our hikes and put them 


an special cases so they could fit on the plane. 
We boarded the plane to find every seal 


was taken. The team was spread 


OlfE'Tl th E P i^AC E, That didn’t 























make B ruce ha ppy at a! I. He was dc termined to 
sit NEXT TO ME so we could talk strategy! 

"Ill ask somebody to switch seals with 
me/' ho offered. 


“Oh, it’s okay, Bruce/’ I said. 1 thought 
about the book I’d packed in my carry-on bag. 
1 d heen so BUfV cycling, it felt like ages since 
I d curled up with a good story. 

“Listen, Champ, this may be our last 
chance to QEHQDCilEBQEDEJEil] before 
the race," Bruce said. “We’ve got sixteen 



hours, and we Ye going to need every minute! ^ 
Bruce asked the mice on 
cither side of both our seats 
to Switch with one of us. 
But no one would do it. So 
Bruce pulled out a scrap of 
paper and started to figure 

out ways 






to move ROPCNTt around so we could sit 
together. 

"Look, Geronimo! If we move Mr + X here, 
then we can switch Mis. Y here and seal 21 
will be !?* Then we can ask Mr. Z to 

change with Mrs, H. Then there s Mr. Q, who 
will only sit in a window seat. Can you believe 
the ni&K-Vfe of that rodent?! * 

Pretty soon, 6V0ryOP6 on board was 
coin plaining about Rruee, The flight attendant 
had to tell him to take his seal and quiet down. 

E breathed a sigh of relief and I pulled out 
the llnal Ratty Foliar book. At last, some 
fUiCt and Cpiet! 

Rut not fur long. After a few hours, Bruce 
appeared at my side. "Psst! Cheese head!" he 
hissed* 1 Don't forget to keep your paws loose! 
Try ihese M$$ Sj'Ir'j£'$W,W 





HC *!>■ Mintage your 

tempos, 


SHOULCCKS Rs.w 
your ihoufddfi all the 
way up to your fl»n. 


EYES' n>« your 
fingers 0*1 your eyelids 
and pms gently. 


P*CK, Bend ystur tarta 
all the way to your 
InK 


HHlf;Turn your hipad 
from right to left. then 
from l#t to rigft*. 


4KMS Bend one arm 
feeh^-d your head end push 
it down with the other, 


EXERCISES TO STRETCH 
YOUR LIMBS WHILE FLV1WC 


rEET First rail* your 
toes, then your heels. 


LEtS hill each koe* 
toward you, 


WAIST iTwih co the 
right, then to the- left. 


































Hope Hospital 


A lew hours bier [ was starting to feel a 
little lonely. I peered around to look Ibr my 
teammates. Bruce caught my eye and came 
over to talk to nie, 

*Geronimo h I’ve got something to tell you,* 
lie began. I p d never seen my cheerful friend 

look so SERIOUS! 

“What is it, Bruce?* I asked. "You know 
you can tell me anything." 

“ Well IVe been volunteering for a while at 
Heps HebpitaL” he said. I was surprised. 
I had no idea he'd been volunteering. But it 
made sense. Bruce I lyena likes to talk big. 
and tie has a big heart to match, 

1 work in the wing where children with 
leukemia are hospitalized," Bruce went un r 





“Leukemia is a disease that attacks blood cells 
arid prevents them from lighting infections. So 
I was thinking — why don't we dedicate this 
race to the mousclets at Hospital? 

I’ve lined up a lew sponsors who will help us 
raise money. That way we can really help the 
iitttfi \ wo &> who fight leukemia every day. 
We can do it, can't we, GcTOniillO?" 

E was truly moved. I hugged my friend 
warmly. “Bruee, that's a great idea. We can 
definitely do it!" 























I Can’t Sleep! 


Another hour went by. The lights were dim. 

I tooXed «»W* «» Ever ^ orf y « iS SleBpltl 

Even Bruce was 

I knew I needed to rest a Mule 
before- we landed. After all. I had 
quite an adventure in front ol 
me. So I closed my eyes and 
tried to doze off. But SO LUCKi 

I called the flight attendant 
and asked fur a eup of het Cheddar. thinking 
that would help relax me. But NO LUCK I 

At the end of the flight, I looked frazzled, 
and Bruce looked like he’d just returned from 
a trip to the '7\e3jfu / 'J\o(Jenf spa. 

It wasn’t fair. 




I tried putting down rfrif 
troy in front of roe. W 


I tried hugging my knees and resting 
ray head on ffiern. NO LUfK! 


1 f ' ried rty feg5 0ver the 

□isle armrest. A fl LUfK! 

into □ ftir 


I fried curling up 

ML NO Lmi 


1 tried Pushing my knees on the 

seat in front of me. NO LUfK! 

NO lUfK!NB LUfK! 






Welcome to 
San Diego! 


We landed 
In San Diego, 

CALIFORNIA. 

I was totally 
zonked, and not 
just because I 
couldn't sleep. 

The TIME DIFFERENCE really made me feel 
terrible. You see, it was nine A.M. in San 
Diego, but back home in New Mouse City, it 


WiDHiCUt 


As soon as we got to the hotel, smt, 
the mechanic, immediately started putting 
our bicycles together. 

While Buzz was & I figured 











California - San Diego 


California 15 the third largest state 
in the United States, after Alaska and 
Texas, It is also the most populous. 
One of its largest cities is San Diego, 
which is located at the southern tip of 
the state on the Pacific coast. 


The Spanish explorer Juan 
Rodriguez Cabrillo first sailed 
into San Diego Bay in 1542, 
hoping to find the wealthy cities 1 
known as Cibola. Today, if you 
walk along the waterfront, the 
Embarcadero, you will reach the 
Maritime Museum, which 
features one of the finest 
collections of historic ships in the 
world. One of the ships there, 
the Star of India (1863), is the 
world's oldest working ship. 










I’d lake a little ratnap in my room, 

GERONiMO! WHERE DO YOU 
THfNK YOU'RE GOING*? Brute 
bellowed. He SlUUdHEO my path, 

^Weli 1 had trouble sleeping on the plane, 
so [... I . . . thought . ,I stammered. 

M You thought you’d start the day with some 
solid training! Isn’t that right? Good for you, 
Geronimo. I sec the VIX* of enthusiasm 
in your EYES, 1 like it! Let's go for a nice jug," 
Bruce is a mouse who knows what he 
wants and 1 could see that I wouldn’t change 
his mind. So 1 dragged myself to my room to 
change into my tracksuit. Five minutes later, 
we were M3JVATSJV0 along the waterfront. 

Despite my exhaustion, being outdoors 
perked me up. Ah, C A LIF 0 E HIAI The bri Ilia nt 
blue oeean seemed to stretch on forever. The 
seaside was gorgeous, with white sand that 















in (lie warm sun, The beach was 
dotted with sunbathers and surfers* 

It felt good to move my arms and legs again 
after being so cramped on that long flight, 
Bruce was right! Exercise was just what 1 
needed. i a a urea ahead, spurred on by 
the marvelous sights. 

After a few minutes. I heard I Jr nee yelling, 

iS . , * nima .. . Wo . , . out for. . . ole! u 


I turned and shouted back, "What did you 
s — ‘V 

KANG!!! I ran smack into a pole! 

Maybe jogging wasn't 
* j the best cure for jet lag, 
al ter all 








You Must Be the 
N.M.C. Crew! 


Around MIDMORNING. the entire 
N.M.C. team gathered in our hotel lobby. We 
were on our way to the CRUISE AMERICA 
CAMP/MC COMPANY to pick up the camper 
the crew would use during the entire race. 

Cruise America's owner* MiCK6Y, was 
wailing for us at the door. HH You must 
be the . IVe got 

your camper tight here. ICs the last 
one left on the lot. You can sign the 
lease while I get the keys.” 

So Bruce tegwecC the lease, and 
Mickey look us to our camper, li 
was enormouse, but it was dirty and 
dilapidated. j CKCt 




Spare tire 


Trunk 


Driver’s 

cabin 


Water 

pump 


Vents (to control 
inside temperature) 


njm n.M.c. r f 



























Table 
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The rest of the team was as grRosSed 
out as I was. But Shorty Tao just said* “Okay, 
gang! With a little elbow grease* we can make 
this dump spick-and-span! So roll up your 
sleeves and get your tails in gear!” 

We all went to work. We the 

floor. We scrubbed the counters and the walls. 
We shook. ntkT and FLUFFED 

the mattresses, pillows, and anything else we 
could shake, beat, and fluff. 

After everything was spotless, we aired out 
the entiic place. Finally, we went to pick up 
some cheese for the trip. I was starving! 

By the end of the day, I was wiped out. But 
the camper was ready to tackle the JdJ-Y'C J 
JiS jiy 'J'j M$%3. J'SA and after a 
good night’s sleep* I’d be ready, loo! 


' m |Q)J] -■ 

I £_ i*. 

On Your Mark, 
Get Set, Go! 


The big day had finally eome! I woke up, 
nervous but exeited. 

Al the starling line, the atmosphere was 
sLtcrmyiNG. Everyone was bustling 
abou l. cheek i ng their hi kes, filli ng their 
helmets, and making sure their water hollies 
were filled. Some of the contestants were 
looking over the ioulc on BIG MAPS , 
truce. SUSS , and I were busy tuning 
up our bikes so they’d be in tip-top eonditiun. 



















We inflcitrd 

l he tires, 

greased 

the chains, TIGHTENED 

the screws on our handlebars, 
and OE3HO3E3QQ0 the 

seats so 
they were 
just right. 

After the bikes were 


ready, V-Doc called us over. Hey, Bruce! 


Geronimo! I'm going to give you guys a nice, 
peiflXitlC massage. Geronimo, you're first ” 
i scurried into the trailer. I love massages. 
Bui this turned out to be the least relaxing 
massage of my life! V-Doc lujcsloc! and tar rod 
me inside ouu or at least that's what it felt like. 
By ibe time he was done, I could led every 
muscle in my tail and not in a good way. 



fusi as V-Doc started in on Bruce, we heard 
the loud squeaker calling us lo our places. No 
massage for Bruce* the lucky mouse! But 1 
was too excited to care. it was time! 

We put on our helmets Wed decided 
I would START off the race. I was relieved 
because the first leg was the least difficult. 

I joined the other cyclists at the starting 
line, Bruce slapped me on the back so 






















































hard it was a miracle that I didn't fall over! 
“READY, CHAMP? Remember, pedal 
fast and smooth. Make sure you concentrate, 
and above all, keep a steady rhythm!" 

I nodded. 1 couldn't believe the race was 
FiN3U.y beginning! I dosed my eyes for a 
moment and thought about my dear nephew 
Benjamin, and how he’d said I was his 
assa I smiled and opened my eyes again. 
I was ready! 

The voice on the loudsqueaker told us to 
mount our bikes. 

"Ready? On your mark, gel set, 

GOO©'” 




Welcome to 
Arizona 


I had just begun pedaling when the rest 
of the contestants me in a flash. 

Rodents from all over the world had come 
to compete in this race. It was truly an 
international event. A s we passed one 
another, we smiled and wished each other 
good VlffCVg. 

The open road stretched in front ol me. 
The wind whistled through my fur. What an 
adventure! For the next several days. I’d be 
sharing the same destiny as rodents from 
countries all over the world. Our hearts would 
beat the same rhythm of STRAIN AND PAIN. We 


would all share in the same excitement. It 
was thrilling! 




As we stalled out I Cell good. Whatever 
V-Doe had done to my nitl&flfS had really 
helped. Plus, I hud spent the Iasi few weeks 
training with Bruce and the rest of our team, 
and I was in belter shape than I’d ever been. 
And last but nut least, I had a hearty 

breakfast of aafweal right before the race 
began. (Before exercising, it s good to eat a 
meal rich in carbohydrates.) 

The Id nd/cape around me was 
breathtaking! i immediately settled into a 
steady pace. I smiled. I euuld hardly believe 
I was really here, competing In the 

Mum* jmim <s& a 

After a few hours, we turned onto Rom 
66, the most fa mouse highway in the United 
Stales, I had already cycled almost 130 miles. 
In a little while. Bruce would switch with 


me. 


As the sun started to sink, my paws began 
to ache. It was beginning to pet And 

I realized we'd entered the Arizona desert. 
There was a beautiful _f'U_L_L 
and nothing but sand lor miles around E 


route & 


Rome ** k ft* *?. 

Qrv) fciute «■ 



Cheer Up, 
Cheesehead! 


I was gelling HUNGRY, so 1 radioed 
Tex and . They were following me 

in the learn ear. They pulled alongside me and 
handed me a eheddar sandwieh. 

M mmm ,.. cheese had never lasted so 
delicious! hiking hundreds of miles can really 
make a mouse hungry. 

"Hey, Geronimo, is everything okay? n 
asked Tex. 'You look tired." 

"Jlls t a iitC! replied. "I can ride a 
little farther." 

"Do you need any more watei??” Tex 
asked. 

a STRONG, ■Hot wind was blowing. 



It was 105 degrees and it was nighttime! It 
was hot, but I did n't led thirsty. 

"Me, I’m okay” I told Tex. 

But a lew minutes later, I knew I was 
in trouble. I hadn’t followed V-Doe’s 
INS r rHlFCTION$. He had told me to be 
sore to drink plenty of rum Suddenly, 1 
had a terrible hut flash! My lips were parehed, 
I was completely dehydrated, and I had a 

MiCH revei? 

Cheese slices! I felt really sick! d? 

Lqat 4* katL wizh&o ~b&, dj&mk*. 

The team ear suddenly appeared alongside 
me. Tex and 15uzz must have noticed that I 
had slowed down. 

“Take heart. Geronimo* Buzz said. "Bruce 

will R6U6VB you” 

That’s when I realized the camper was on 
my other side. 


Bruce scampered out. He looked all 
fivtd uf and ready to go, “Cheer up, 
Cheesehead, it’s my turn now/* He reached 
out to give me a slap on the back. And then 
everything went black, 

! HAD FAINTED! 

When I catne to, the first thing I saw was 
V'Doc. He was bending over me. 

"Gerunimo, did you drink enough water ?* 

he asked. "NO, DON'T TELL ME! I DOST 







WANT TO KNOW! YOU DIDN'T, DID YOU?” 

I was minified. I really didn't know whal to 
say. I felt like a mouselel who had been caught 
wilh his paw in ihc CH©€?S© JclP. And now 
I was being scolded, lint I hadn’t done it on 
purpose, 1 had just forgotten! 

V-Doc looked at me sternly. “Geronimo, 
because of your mistake, Bruce has been 
PEDALING lor the last EIGHT 

HOURS! 

I was shocked. "Jumping gerbil babies! 

/Ve been ou-f- far eijHf h^ors? 

V-Doc nodded. "Bruce knew you weren’t 
feeling well, so he asked not to be relieved. 1 le 
told me not to wake you.” 

i fdi TERRIBLE. I couldn’t believe I’d let my 
FI?i©IIC down like t hat! 

I had to do something, 1 lt@6cf6(f tQ 



Bruce after 


Bruce after 


Bruce after 

TWO 


FOUR 


EIGHT 

HOURS 


HOURS 


HOURS 


get wett qUicWy SO 1 could help 
Brace! 

“Please help me get better, V-Doc! i ll do 


whatever it takes* 

V-Doe smiled. “Good for 
yotl. Geronimo. I knew 
you were tough! i'll give 
you a nice rubdown and 
11 feel a lot better.* 


















My Turn! 


V-Doc was right! As soon as ho Uni shod 
my I loll ready lor anything, 1 

strapped on my gear and dashed to the Ironl 
of the camper. 

Iron mouse was behind the wheel. "Signal 
the mice in the car to pull over, I need lo 
with my friend!” I told him. 





"Done.Geronfmof 
Iron mouse said with a 




I put on my bike 
hoi met. Once the 
camper pulled over 
at the curb, J jumped 
out. 






Bruce hud stopped a few feel ahead of me. 
He was taking a deep di ink from his waiter 
bottle. He turned and gave me a tired smile, 
HEY, CHAMP, 11 he said slowly, 
“I’m glad you’re feeling belter!” 

I hugged him. “Thank you For looking out 
for me, Bruce! You are a true friend. It's my 
turn now. So SIclP M© FIV© if you need 
to rest! ” 

Bruee grinned and slapped me five. I knew 
lie must have been exhausted because it didn’t 

hurt a hit. 

I WINKED at him, then 
on my bike and sped away. 


i 

The Grand 
Canyon! 



I felt so much better. I pedaled mile after 
mile and I remembered to drink a lot of water. 
I was unstoppable! 

Soon, we awttvet* at tvie <ftanD Canyon, 

Bruce was supposed to relieve me there, but 
I was determined to let him rest as long as 
possible. "HI keep going.” I told Tex. "Lei 
Bruce rest a little longer! 


The road way filled with 20 percent inclines* 
hui the view was JpectdCLtldF- I should’ve 
been sweating my tail off* but the fantastic 
landscape made my aches disappear. 

The walls of the canyons were Vfif |i 
steep. Tex radioed and told me that some of 
the canyons were as much as a mile deep! The 
ridges were carved by thousands of years of 
IC6, ra'ili, and WIND. 

i couldn’t believe how lucky [ was to be 
seeing this incredible place with my own eyes. 
Of course, it was very hard work, but the 
breathtaking panorama made it all 
worthwhile. 

I really it all to my 

best friend Bruce Hyena. II he 
hadn’t trained me like a drill 
sergeant. \ would have never had 
the strength to lake on those steep hills! 




The Grand Canyon is a World Heritage Site 
in the state of Arizona, it is considered one 
of the wonders of the world,The canyon is a 
huge crack In a rock that averages 4 h 000 feet 
deep for its entire 277 miles. It Is 4,000 feet 
dee p at its dee pest point and 15 miles wide at 
iES widest point. 


The Canyon was formed 
by the path of 
Colorado River over the 
past five or six million 
years. Over time, the 
canyon's walls grew 
wider and wider from 









[ he Colorado Kiver cuts through the Crand Canyon, It begins in 
Rocky Mountain National Park, and flows approximately 1.450 
miles to the Gulf of California In Mexico. Its waters change color 
from red to blue to green, depending on weather conditions and 
the different sediments in the riverbed. 









As I zoomed along, 1 
noticed a by 

the side of the road. It was 
the Swiss crew. 

My crew and I stopped 
lu give them a paw. "What 
happened?” I asked. 

The Swiss team manager 
looked anxious. “One of the 
camper's tires is FitiT, 
he replied. “If we don't 
change it fast* we’ll have to 
pull out of the race!” 

I turned toward Bruce 
and the rest of the crew. 
Everyone looked exhausted, 
but 1 could tell they knew 
what needed to be done. 

Their COURAGE 


and detemiuatioti were inspiring, 

-All right, Rodents! We J ve gut the 

teamwork to make the dream work!” Bruce 
cried. 

Faster than you can squeak “crumbling 
cheddar cheese crisps," we had that tire fixed, 
and the Swiss crew was ready to move] They 
thanked us and sped off. 

“Okay, Champ, it's lime to swileh. You 
can’t keep this rodent out of the rat race any 
longer! ” Bruec exclaimed. He gave me one of 






his famousc slaps on the back* and I almost 

fell over. That’s how I knew lie 
was bai'k to full strength. 

"Cheer up, Cheeseheads!” he told the rest 
of the team, "I leel stronger than ever, Fll fly 
over the nest miles! Let's go!” 

And with that, he was back etfi his bike 
and RACING AWAY us though all the 
eats on the Claw Islands were on his tail. He 
was more than a mile ahead of us before we 
caught up with him. and we were driving in 
the camper! 



Ill 

Just Like the Old 
Cowboy Movies 


I settled down in the camper’s liny kitchen 
for a nice snack. As I munched on a mozzarella 
ball, I looked out the window. Wo wore in 
Monument Valley. The ITCfcfl! rOG&S were 
bathed by the setting sun. What a beautiful 
sight! I felt like I was in an old WBS^SrH. 

Buzz and I called Bruce on the radio. 

’ Howdy, partners!’' Bruce shouted, [ guess 
he shared my love of old cowboy movies. “life 
very WINDY here. I can't go faster than 
fifteen miles an hour, even when I’m going 
downhill. 

As we drove. Mousey and Taco, the two 
cameramen, had their cameras rolling, filming 
the spsetacefar And Bruce kept 














Monument valley Suva jo Tribal P&rff is SLOW acres (143 square 
miles). and its filled with many strange and unique sandstone 
formations that 
tave beeft shaped 
through time. They 
include buttes, 
mesas, canyons, 
and freestanding 
formations with 
enchanting names 



Ear ol the Wind: if you listen 
carefully, you. can hear the sound 
of the wind passing through the 
hole in this formation 




Eye of the Sun Arch: At a 
particular time of day, you can 
see the sun through the middle 
of the hole, it acts Itfce a natural 
clock. 
















The most famous 
fni'inaltuns are 
tire un jjiistafcttilE 
Tftree Sister^ 
which appear m 
many Westerns. 



r 



SOME OF THE MOST FAMOUS WESTERNS OF ALL 
TIME WERE SHOT RIG-HT IN MONUMENT VALLEY; 


Sfagecoach(1939) 

My Darling Clementine (1916) 
Fort Apache (1993 J 
She Wore a Yellow Ribbon 
09993 

Rio Bravo (1950) 

The Searchers(19563 
The Man Who Shot Liberty 


Valance (1962) 


How the West Was Won (1952) 

_ 


j 















talking* even though he was still pedaling 
hai'd. He really is a mouse of steel, lit fact, he 
larted telling us 

"Okay, listen to this one. 

There was a sporlsmouse 
(just like me) who went to his 
friend, a bookmouso like Geronimo, 
and said. ’Want to do a marathon with me? * 
His Friend asked, ’ll mm. how does it work?’ 
So the sportsmouse explained, ‘Well, we 
have to cover about twenty-six miles,' So the 
lu>okim>N&r squeaked, Tine, but you 11 have 
to drive. I'm too tired!' Ha! Hal" 

I rolled my eyes. What can you 
do? That's Bruce for you! 



* *238™KBCij 

From 120 Degrees 
to 40 Degrees! 


I lay down to sleep fur a little while, El 
was important to test while I could. I was so 
exhausted, i fell asleep as soon as my head 
hit the pillow! I woke a few hours later feeling 
tested and if fashed 







@@i,@lEAS@ 


In lEicsrix(cffil.Ei 
century; Spanish 
exploit's iutiIk'J tKc 
j rea Colorado because 
of its red-relnrtd ca rdu 
Cti-lf ratio means red 
m SlpanisL Colorado 
has fifty-four mountain 
pfiihs ifut arc moir 
than 3-f,coc feet high. 




Colors Jo National Monument preserves 53 square 
ihilev of canyons and ihesa« sculpted from. years of 
erosion. A Few miles West is Mirade L?or{;, a huge 
sandstone 
outcropping 
perched cm a 
narrow c lift 
ft rtiaY Le the 

hipest wohhly 
rock in the 
world. 


























Il was time lor me to 
get back on my bike. 
Jusl my iuck — we were 
right at the beginning 
of a huge mountain 
range. We had crossed 

tho SO IS Sit©® 


border! 


Td gotten used to the heat in the desert, 
where it was 120 Fahrenheit. 

But here in the mountains, the temperature 
dropped down to MO MOREEN. Rat-munching 


rattlesnakes! It 
made the work of 
pedaling the bike 
twice as hard. 

I panted and 
panted as I pushed 
one paw in front 






of the other. Holey ehccse> how I wished it 
was still Bruce’s turn! The StC&p road up the 
Colorado mountains was more than tHiPtY -1 
PiV€! MilCS long! I thought it would never 
end. 

As I huffed and pulled along, the weather 
suddenly turned From Slinnv lo d^udq. Brrrr! 
Now it was even colder! 

fust then <J f * ft n\\ 

I got a 1*19* tire! 

Before 1 even had a chance to 
r * radio the crew, BUBS hopped 

out of the ear and scampered 
over to me. Before you could 
squeak “chewy cheddar 
cheese chunks/ he'd FIX6D 
my lire! 





HOW TO CHAHCE A FLAT 
TIRE OR A BICYCLE 



1. Remove the wheel 
from the bike. 


2, Using an Allen wrench, carefully 
remove the outer tine. Then remove the 
inner tube and discard or patch it. 




3. Take a new inner tube (or use your 
I old, patched tube) and, after filling 
i it with a little air from a bike pump, 
place it inside the rubber tire. 


4. Insert the rim of 1 
the rubber tire back | 
into the wheel. ' 




5. Use your bike pump to fill the 
tire with air. Then place the wheel 
back onto the frame of the bike. 




















Laughter Is the 
Best Medicine 


After a while, 
we arrived in 

DURANGO, 

a beautiful town 
in the mountains. 
The landscape 



was dotted with pine trees and junipers. 

As 1 pedaled through the city, a real old- 

fashioned steam encme tram pulled 
by. tooting its whistle. 

I was starting to gel tired, so Bruce and 
I switched again. Now we were heading on 
toward KANSAS . It was hard to believe, but we 
were almost halfway through the race! The 
farther we hiked, the more excited Bruce and I 


^rnf^j^TTl 





became, even though we were both worn uul. 

The erew was weary, too, and they were 
feeling a bit down , So I decided to try 
to lift everyone's spirits the same way Bruec 
had, which was by telling jokes. I’d had 
plenty of lime to think some tip while I was 
racing along on my bike. 

My grandfather. William Shottpaws. 
was a big believer in the power of 

laughter. 

When my sister, 

TME&. and I 
were littlfi, he 
always used to tell 
us, "Remember, 
mouselets, if you 
feel down, the 
best medicine is l^tigtiter!” 

Soon we were all laughing our tails oil. 











'«*«#****' 





Bruce hoard the jokes through his headset, 
and ho was laughing so hard, te&FS Foiled 
Aovvri ftls Snout, Even Tiger, who was 
driving the mMPZxl was doubled over 
with laughter. 

All those chuckles and chortles made 
the next leg of the trip speed by. Soon we 
were in DODGE 
CITY, the heart 
of the Old West, 
Bruce had been 
riding his bike 
lor several hours 
now, so it was MY 
TURK AGAIN, 


DODGE CITY 

D0D6£ STtTj KAflgA£, WAg 

of tme mcST wELL-knewn 
efrteg fti tue old wesi. 

■ Feuroa? fn \&t% ooPGt fifty 

WAS A mAJ$S£ TRAoTte fientER 
for travelers 
ADD BUFFALO 
UWITER& TOO AT, 

D0D6£ e*TY Ufitg 
BEETl FATTkflJLLY 
E£fiG>nS"nitK?T £D 
To U>&k E-TK£ TT 
Ptt? Latte AGO. 









Uphill Struggles 


Over the coui^e of the race, I'd really 
started to enjoy riding at night. I spent the 
time plotting out my next lew bestsellers. 
The gorgeous S'SSQOS®';/ really 
inspired a lot of great ideas! 1 was so busy 
iSTTCPlBMl SWdj\ 1 hardly 
noticed how hard 1 was working. 

Sometimes I’d be so 
busy dreaming of books 
that I'd forget 1 wasn't 
really alone. Every onee 
in a while, the mike 
connected to the camper 
would crackle. 

"HEY. CHEESEHEAD. 

how’s it going?" Ilruee’s 



hearty voice boomed one evening. 

Then Bruce grew serious. “Know what 1 
was thinking. Ccrunimo? There have been 
SO many enormouse hills in this race. That 
made me think of all the uphill struggles sick 
muuselels have to F3C6 day after day. When 
you compare our struggles in this raee to the 
ones the young mice at H@J3G Hc^bpittid 
are facing, it makes our hard work seem like 
nothing. If those mousclings ean do it day after 
day. we can. loo. Right, Champ?" 
"Right, Bruce!” I responded. 
I smiled, even though he 
couldn't see me. That was 
why l liked Bruce Hyena 
so much—he was a great 
motivator! 





ANNAPOLIS* 


Pedal! Pedal! 
Pedal! 


After a long night of pedaling, Bruce and I 
stood by the side ol the road, gelling ready to 
switch. Tex scampered up to us. 

Hey, you road rats. [ was just on the 
radio with the organizers. There's only one 
ahead of us. And they're just sixty 
miles ahead! Do you know what that means?" 

Bruce did. v)je ca n vwiiiunnn!" 
ho shouted. “Geronimo! We can do it! WcVe 
gut to do it lor all those mouseltngs at the 
hospital." 

turn ms ho Time to lose/ Bruce 

leaped on his bike and raced away. 

Bruce and I became two lean, mean biking 
machines, switching every two hours. 






the Indy 501) lakes pin 


The last few stales 
flew by. When we 
reached St. Louis, 
Missouri, we saw an 
authentic river boat 
ducked on the 
Mississippi, right in 
front of the fa mouse 
high steel arch. 
Then we arrived in 
Uldiatwpuiis, where 
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Next we pedaled hard toward OHIO, 
concentrating on the rhythm we needed to 
overtake the racers ahead of us. 

PEDAL! PEDAL! PEDAL! 
































The distance separating: us from the first- 
place team was getting shorter and shorter. 
Soon we were only a lew miles from IMP01 
riRflYLBIlO. where the finish line was waiting. 

But iust when I saw a sign that said 
. something bad 

happened. Crusty kitty litter, it was BAD. 

No, wait a minute. The word bad doesn't 
do justice to how TlftTtiBLE it was. It was 
awful. Ghastly, horrific, and dreadful. One 
might oven say it was DISASTROUS! 

El happened like this. I was pedaling 
along with Tex and Buzz behind me in the 
team car. At this point, wed been pushing 
ourselves nonstop Tor more than twenty-four 
hours. And that's how Tex and Buzz turned 
onto (Ik WRONG road without me 
noticing it. 

No big deal, light? Well, the race's rules 






Pedal! Pedal! Pedal! 


say each teams ear has to escort ns cyclists 
to the finish line in Annapolis, Otherwise, 
that team is disqualified! 



Gerommo 














nmri 

A Breathless 
Finish! 


When 1 realized the ear wasn’t behind me 
anymore, I almost fainted. It’s a good thing 
my shoe dips held me un the bike. ^-.si 
RANCID BAT HAIRS, \\\\^' * 

vvuit coni) t DoMl/\7y 

I turned the bieyele around as quickly as 1 
could. Then 1 began peMlttg tfffTtiBF than I 
ever had before, 1 didn't use the brakes once. 

I was like the wind! 













I passed my crew in (lie camper. I’d radioed 
them to id I them what had happened , and 
theyd slopped to cheer me on. 


Bruce was standing outside the camper. He 
was cheering, “SO, GERONIMOI SOU CAN 

DO 1THI- 


Finally, I saw a dot faraway on the horizon. 
It was coming toward me. It was our team 
car. 

*Go. Geronimo, go! ” Tex shouted. 

Faster than you can squeak “flying cheese 
slicks dipped in fondue * Fd turned around 
and started sprinting in the QAPOStTTl 
SUitC'rLOW We were back on track and 

heading toward the FINISH line! 











I'd never pedaled laslcr in my life. 

My mouth was dvy. my paws were 
AC HI NO, and Sweat was dripping down 
my fur right into my eyes. 

But there it was! The FINISH line! And 
there, just a lew yards away from it, was the 
cyclist from the team ahead of us! 

i was so close, I knew I could catch up 
with him. This was the FINAL STRETCH! 
There were all the fans! There was my crew 
about to cross the FINISH line! 

At that moment, I tried to accelerate, but 
my from tire hit a rock and . . . 

Suddenly. I was FlYitlCCCGGOCm 














Friends Together! 
Mice Forever! 

/ 

/ 

Here's what happened next, 

Because of that ruck, I fllppfP through 
the air and landed right on tup of my opponent s 
head. Then I flU>lU$d onto the FI NISO line! 
That Hying leap unto the FINISH line helped 
me linish first! 

WE HAD WOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHH!! 

Bruce and the entire learn ran to hug me. 
They were so thrilled it ended up being 
more of a tackle than a hug. Soon the whole 
team was piled on top of me. But I didn’t 
care. 

"YeaaaahF’ shrieked Tex, “We did it!” 

Bruce was hugging me so hard. I thought 
he was going to crush my ribs. “Chcesehead, 


✓ 

✓ 

✓ 


when ! told you the trick to winning was 
to arrive a second before the rodent in first 
place, I never thought you'd take me literally!” 
He gave me another tail-crunching embrace, 
“You really are a champ now! ” 

We hugged each other. Then 1 turned 
and embraced all the members of our crew 
one by one. This victory was for everybody, 
not just for Bruce and me. We never could 
have done it without our team. 

At the Mwmw® 

we called the whole crew onto the stand with 
us to receive the trophy — Shorty Tao, Betty, 




Mousila* Tex, V-Doe, Ironmouse, Tiger, Taco, 
Mousey, and Buzz! 

Bruce winked at me* “You know, 
Geronimo, it took more than muscles to win 
this race. rt took f,eart. And we’ve 
(ot$ of that on tWS team,!- 

I grinned at him. Then we joined hands 
with our teammates and shouted an old New 
Mouse City motto: tends together! 

JKte e jot 'co e/ ’ / ' * 



Hey, Cheesehead, 
Are You Sleeping? 


That night, wo had a fi10 dinner to 
celebrate our victory. Tito next morning, we 
all hoarded lho piano for the flight hack to 
New Mouse City, i couldn’t wait to gel homo 
and tell Benjamin, Thca. and Trap all about 
our adventure. 

“PSST! PSST! HEY, CHEESEHEAD!" 


Bruce whispered, “Slap me live 


If you're sleeping!" 

I relied my eyes. "Bruce, 
how 1 can slap you live ir 
I'm really sleeping ? 11 

“Good for you. Champ! 

I always knew you were a 
EEclitlY mouse!” 


Psstf P i 




I smiled at him, then leaned my snout 
against my seat and tried to fall asleep. 

I closed my eyes- In just a few hours* I’d 
be home in my nice, cozy mouse hole, 
"PSST! PSSTf fJEY, CHEESFfJEAD. ARF 
YOU SLEEPING?" 

This lime, 1 couldn't take it "NO, I'M 

NOT SLEEPING! YOU WON’T LET 
ME!” 

Uh-oh. I d woken up the whole plane! 
And they were angrier than a mouse whose 
cheese has gone moldy. 

“Shhhhhr 

“Who taught you your manners? A rabid 
tomcat?!” 

“Be quiet!” 

I was so tMBARRASSlC, l wanted to crawl under 
my scat! 

Bruce just ignored everyone and leaned 




iii closer, “Well since 
you're nol sleeping, I was 
thinking of something. 
What do you say about 
organizing another lun 


ADVENTURE with me? 

I've got a bunch of great ideas. How about a 
MOUNTAIN &tKE trip through Patagonia? Or 
a fnek through the Valley 
of the Dinosaurs? Or we 
could do a nice IrttlC 
BUR up to the North Pole? 
I Tub? What do you think?“ 
I had to F^ugh. “lust 
thinking about all l 
those trips is making 
me tired. Bruce. Good 
night r 








The Real Heroes! 



When our plane 
bunded in New 
Mouse City* my 
entire f a 111 i IV 

was waiting lor 
me at the airport, 
hi fact, half of New 
Mouse City had turned 
out to welcome us. 


3 MM zj 'O QDAK'7 "'tO ^ jIS'HII 

Benjamin jumped up to hug me. f Uncle 
G. I knew you could do it! I 1PVC YGU £« 
MUCH? 

1 kissed the lips of his whiskers* then gave 
him a light squeeze. 

My sister gave me a big hug. "I’m so proud 



of you* Gurry Berry,” she whispered* 

Even my prankster cousin Trap looked 



to see me* I could lell he was busy trying 


to think up jokes to make — at my expense* of 
course. So before he could squeak, [ gave him 
a Bruee-style slap on the back. That surprised 
him into silence! 

I wanted to go straight home, but Bruce 
insisted we go to Hope Hospital first. And I 
was glad he did, because all the sick mouse! ings 
to whom we had dedicated our victory were 
waiting for us. They welcomed us like wc were 
real heroes. But the fact was* they were the 
real heroes! That’s why Bruce and 1 decided 
to give our little our trophy. Those 

mouse lets were the ones who showed us real 
courage: the courage to face life! 

Even though they were sick, these young 
mice found the strength to keep COIRC. 
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They never lei lheir s,uffer/n9 bring them 
down. For these young mice, every day was a 
new day. rich with 1&G £ SrlhiTiti GS 
Bruce presented the hospital administrator 

with a cheek for all the money wed raised, 

I could see tears shining in her eyes. She 
looked so happy. & *] 

Looking at the on those 

mouse let s' snouts made me led great. The 

jucbm9 ami&yca 


had been an enormouse challenge for me. but 
it was worth it. Bruce and I had an amazing 
adventure, and we were able to heip some very 
special little mouselets. Given the chance, i 
knew I would do it again in a heartbeat ! ^f’ 1 
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^Deat mouse friends, 

Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 

It'll be another whisker-licking-good 
adventure, and that's a promise! 



Geronimo Sti/ton 



